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THE WEATHER..Official forecast for to-day indicates fair, ,

cool xctather;i northerly winds.

, The Sun not long ago prided itself

CLERICAL on -ts interest in the welfare of the

rw..n.-rnw < i-r-i. poor, and exploited itself, ChadbandSYMPATHYVMTH w 114t ,

like, in brave generalities on this subTHEPOOR. ject. Since it has returned to the fold
of the Republican party, from which

it was a wandering outcast for so many years, our glitteringcontemporary has adopted all the worst extremes of

that political faith ana practice, ana dows aown wun ausoluteservility before the golden calf. Not only does it

advocate every social and legislative movement which
tends to build up the interests of wealth, but it sneers

venomously at all those generous minded expressions of

sympathy with the poor which, much to the honor of the

Church, are becoming the battle cry of so many of our

foremost religious teachers.
The Sun's latest screed attacks the admirable sermon

delivered by Rev. Dr. Rainsford at Trinity Chruch as part
of the anniversary services of that time-honored institution.Both Bishop Potter and Dr. Rainsford are assailed
in this virulent essay as "social firebrands, pestilent demagogues,"who are not working., "for the saving of men's

»ouls," but "for the destruction of civilization;" * * *

"to such disaster society will tend logically if it becomes
imbued with the spirit manifested by Dr. Rainsford and

occasionally by his Bishop."
Among the special opinions assaulted in this philippic

are tne preacners protest against so many t;iuiune» movinguptown, and his belief that churches should be endowed,so that clergymen should have absolute freedom in

the expression of opinion, being relieved from financial obligationsto their rich parishioners, and so from the possibilitythat a few millionaires could take any parish by the
throat. 'The time will come,' says the eloquent Doctor

further, 'when rich men, realizing this significant truth,
will give their millions to build churches, not for them-

, Reives to enter, but for the people."
If this is anarchy, then that firebrand of a word is far

less expressive of wrath, convulsion and conflagration than
most of us have been accustomed to fancy. If to build and

support churches in the districts where the influences of

religion, according to the belief of those most sympathetic
with the doctrines of the Sun, are most needed, on account
of the supposed wickedness of the denizens thereof, is a

fatal blow to civilization, then one is fain to inquire what
is the good of the church at all from the Sun's standpoint?
Another saying of the preacher which stirs the gorge of
our contemporary is the suggestion that such institutions
should be endowed, eliciting from its writer the accusation
that a church in this country requiring an enuuwmeiu

"does not appeal to the hearts of the people, and is with-

out warmth and vital faith."
No better answer to this'indictment can be found than

In the history of Trinity Church itself. This great endowed

society for the teaching of Christian doctrine supports
not one but many free churches, and no more affluent

fountain of all those influences which tend to strengthen
and upbuild the truest foundations of society exists in the

world to-day. No wonder that Dr. Ralnsford, with this

shining example of Christian usefulness in mind, on an occasionwhich celebrated a great anniversary of that church
should express fervently his belief in free endowed i

churches. I

The heaviest burden of complaint, however, which wor-

lies the Sun is the implication of the Rainsford sermon

that, even in the interests of the rich as such, it would be

good policy to build churches for the poor, "as a sort of

pretended insurance of their property against the assaults

of the envious anarchists," to use its very language. No

better illustration of the animus of this malignant sheet

could bd" adduced. If it is a way of saying that the in-

fluences of religion, by cultivating in tr.e poor me virtues ui

thrift, sobriety and industry, will tend to make them less

liable to be seduced by the doctrines of those who would

upset society, then the Sun is simply following its natural

instincts in propounding a very simple and harmless truth

in Billingsgate/fashion. There can be no question that the

kind of influence and the method of its administration proposedby Dr. Rainsford would tend to correct the disorders
of society, so far as merely spiritual forces can go. It

would serve the true religious ideal which Christ taught
of furnishing the waters of salvation free. We are surprised

* that the Sun, which poses with so many affected graces as

the advocate of orthodoxy against all comers, should dare

to take a ground so absurd, even when viewed from its own

standpoint.
One can only explain all this frothing at the mouth on

the ground that this newspaper has become of late so

crazed with plutomania that the thought of the wealthy
classes going to the expense of building churches for the

poor is heartrending. But it would be in every respect
right if the boot were on the other leg, and it were an affairof the immense lower class being robbed by the small

rich class, through the exactions of trusts or other devices

of squeezing .money put of the pockets of the millibf.ijy \JLAJ

The case of the twelve-year-old lad

THE ALLEGED Harold Fields, who is now under ar-

FIELDS reSt and ^el(i over to Gran(1 Jury
for alleged arson, is in some respects

ARSON CASE. a peculiar one. The ground on which
he was arrested appears to be little

more than the fact that he was seen coming out of the

cellar where the fire was detected a little while after.

Passing through this cellar was the convenient way of

emerging into a large open field in the rear, where he and

other youngsters were in the habit of playing, so that
therp> was nothine unusual or suspicious in the act itself.

The second scene in this little tragedy becomes at once

significant. After arrest he testified that he was taken

before some men in uniform in a big room and sharply
threatened unless he would confess his guilt. The frightenedchild acknowledged that he 'may have said. "yes,"
but asserts that it was on account of his terror at what

was said to him. No other testimony except this extorted

so-called confession was deemed necessary, though he as1 r
sorted innocence on the witness stand.

This is of a piece with the inquisitorial processes which
' ». ~ TTn^rti«

nave oeen in vu^uc wnu uui nuui mc x hco

regime it was carried to an extreme which became a publicscandal. Strong men accused of crime may sometimes,
under the torturing processes of the inquisition chamber,
be threatened or cajoled into ungrounded acknowledgments.
How much more so in the case of a young boy, delicate, refinedand sensitive in an extreme degree, terrified out of his
wits to a point where probably he scarcely knew what he

was saying. Young Fields is the son of a distinguished
musician, and himself gifted with great talent for the \

violin; such a temperament, in a word, as would make him
a fit victim for police bulldozing.

f)f course he may be guilty, but the point to be speciallyobserved in this matter is its illustration of the administrationof so-called justice. The policy of the police i

n the case of crime -is too often to find some easy victim
md force the charge to fit by ar.y and every means. The

:raditions of the District-Attorney's office, indeed, regard
;he number of convictions obtained very much as the redskinregards the number of scalps hanging on his tent pole.
It is not wonderful that lower officials are guided by a

similar theory. Should the Grand Jury fail to hold the

Fields boy, those responsible for the treatment he has

undergone should be held to stern account.

It seems that the Grand Army of the

THE QUESTION Republic questions the thorough patriotQP
ism expressed in the histories of the
United States compiled for schools. The

tcvt dnni/e ... . , a ,
la [_n_/^r\o writers or tnese nistories nave not ueen

quite willing enough to slap the people of

the Southern States.lately included i-n the Confederacy, but
now absolutely patriotic Americans.in the face. That

patriotism to-day means determination to refuse to the

people of the South absolution or forgiveness for their effort
to break away from the Union thirty-five years ago the

G. A. R. cannot comprehend, and that the writer of history
for schools should for a moment fail to denounce in text

books designed for use in Southern schools the fathers of

Southern children the G. A. R. regards as treason. Twice
in the present week the G. A. R. has been made ridiculous

on this issue. Professor J. B. McMaster, one of America's
foremost historians, being hired by the association of well

meaning but ill advised veterans to write a history of the

United States, discredited his work at the very outset by
announcing that it would be partisan, and by reproaching
Robert E. Lee for having entered West Point only to becomeGeneral of the Confederate army. That Lee, when in

the Military Academy, had no idea of the crisis which

would await his country we believe incontrovertible. That

he was one of the noblest types of the American citizen.
misled in a moment of bitter strife.is, we believe, not to

be gainsaid. The history which describes Lee only as a

"traitor," which has po better phrase for "Stonewall" Jacksonthan "rebel," and which, as the G. A. R. would have it,
strives to brand the fathers of the present generation in the

South as criminals in the eyes of the nation, is an un-

patriotic history.a DooK,wnicn win mieriere wnu nituuuoi

solidarity rather than advance it.

This new theory, suggested by the ultra-patriotic orders,
that text bboks of history must be written to advance politicalideas, is capable of great and curious development.
Here, for example, comes Mr. Frederick Upham Adams, of

Chicago, with a history of his own. He feels that if the G.

A. R. should have 'a history written to order such eminent

patriots as J. Pierpont Morgan, John D. Rockefeller, AndrewCarnegie and George M. Pullman should have one, too.

Tn n enirit nf the broadest Datriotism he promises that

there shall not be a line in his book "calculated to engender
the spirit of revolt or discontent in the mind of the most refractorychild." We expect much of Mr. Adams's book. For

school purposes it ought to be better than that of the G. A.

R., for really secession is not an issue and description of

Robert E. Lee as a sneaking traitor will not affect the loyaltyof the Southern people, though it may awaken some

question of the intelligence of the writer who thus described

one of the noblest men and ablest soldiers the United States

ever produced. The real line of attack is that wisely laid

out by Mr. Adams.. It is time to stop exalting mere generalsand statesmen in our histories. Lincoln was all right,
of course, but why not have something about the gentlemen
in Wall Street who were saving the national honor all

through the war? The G. A. R. represents men who fought,
hut let us not forget the men who stayed at home, gambled
in gold, contracted for shoes and for corned beef, and now

sneer at persons who want pensions and insist that the

war could have been fought more cheaply.in money, not

blood.if conducted on a gold basis. Let us hark back to

captains of industry and make the history of the United

States a history of their achievements. To win a battle is

great, but think of Mr. Carnegie winning the Homestead

strike. To open with ships and guns at public cost the

Mississippi to traffic from Minneapolis to New Orleans was

a notable achievement, but think of the superior skill in

closing the Erie Canal by the use of the deadly rebate, the

elevator concession and Depewizing the Legislature. The

blockade of Southern ports was a wonderful achievement

of naval skill, but Dingley will blockade all our ports more

effectively. Sherman destroyed short railroads in Georgia,
but C. P. Huntington without an army makes continental
lines useless. In the fiercest moments of the civil war

Sherman and Sheridan "lived on the country," but now in

time of peace J. Pierpont Morgan levies tribute on all the

nation, and is esteemed a patriot, not a conqueror.
As the purpose of the schools is to teach the highest

order of patriotism, and as the highest order of patriotism
finds its exponents in the men who saved the national honor
' 1 1 1 . ~ tllnntnor tn tVioir r\or_
last Autumn anu are iiuw cagagcu m iuiixn.b ow

sonal profit the power and influence they thereby gained, a

history of the United States approved by them would, of

course, be the best that could possibly be offered our children.
The bulls and bears on the Stock

TWO OF A KIND Exchange have had an agreeable ren^

-[-[.]£ ^TOCK cont^e There was no searching for
w mutual strawberry marks between the

EXCHANGE. savage visitors from Buffalo Bill's
show and their white congeners who

srnln each other in the battle of trade, but the recognition
of kinship was instantaneous and hearty. The brokers

raised their loudest cacophony of whoops and yells," which
must have touched the red men as the sweetest of music.

And the quondam savages, most of whom have scalped the

hair of white men with consummate ai|t and satisfaction,
danced a war dance in their heartiest fashion. Had the

white man and the redskin who then and there fratex-nized

met under the proper conditions, the Indians no doubt

would have enjoyed it far more and the palefaces far less

in a little comedy of baldness, suddenly and violently in-

flicted. '

But it was not to be. The gentle red men must Have

perceived, however, the near relationship between them

mcl their hosts, as they are reported to have shown the

ieepest interest and admiration. They probably had been

informed by Colonel Cody that here the white men inflictedon each other in the pursuit of professional work

the most terrible and torturing agonies possible to the

money warriors of civilization, the wounds of the pocketbookand bank account. He probably told them, too, that

10 savage warrior of the prairies were ever more ruthless

md crafty than these well-dressed and well-set-up gentlemenof Wall Street; and that these had caused more wailing,misery and suffering than all the red butchers who

>ver fewung a tomahawk. What wonder, then, that the visitors,evinced a dumb and bewildered admiration at what

they saw in that famous slaughter pen!

Mr. Piatt's displeasure over his committee assignments is in

10 <1 nturer of reaching the acute resigning stage.

The position of tlio Crocks shows thnt it is best to get ready
o "fight: ltofore getting mad.

In tlie future no wise Chicago financier will look upon the

ypewriter smile while it is in motion.

The House Democrats are proceeding 011 that i istakcn Grecian
dea that two minorities are more effective than ue.

Dudes and Dollars
for Morris Park

OPEN ii]) your wallet and count out
just the number of dollars you can"

afford to lose to-day and then put
the whole wad 011 "Angle" Belmont's Hastingsto win the Metropolitan Handicap.
You will probably leave your "dough"

with the bookie, but you would do that,
anyway, by dribbling along 011 every race.

If you were as wise as I could wish to
be you wouldn't bet on the- races at all, but
just spend ths^afteruoon taking the cliappi
settes into the paddock and talking horse
between flirtations or flirting between
Dorses.

But that is too much to expect of the
racing dude. He goes to the races to bet,
and everything else is supplementary or

incidental.
That is why I advise' the single plunge

on Hastings. He is a good horse. He will
be trained to the hour and he is the highpricedproperty of the president of the
Jockey Club,
He is just as likely to win as any other

horse, and if he is beaten you can have
tho mncnlotlnn of hnvlror lifun lov.nl to the

Belmont colors.
Moreover, to careful bettors like Frank

Moorehead and Alexander Morten the "suddendeath" method of gambling is preferableto long-drawn agony.
In some respects the bookmaker is like

the dentist.the sooner you can get through
with him the better.

I have mentioned Moorehead and Morten
because they are sure to be there.
They are not quite in the same class,

the latter being a bit more liberal bettor
than the former, but what of it? On the
turf all men are equal, and you'll find
before the day is over that Moorehead is
not the only member of the Union 01 ub
who exchanges opinions with professional
touts and begs the bookie for a point better
than lie is giving anybody else.

f ^ booo,,L.n T ,no.lo

>0 prediction when he was up in supplementaryproceedings last Winter that he
would have a bet down on the Brooklyn
Handicap.

If he doesn't anticipate me by getting
down a "monkey" on the Metropolitan I
shall lose faith in his fame as a "toucher"
and his pluck as a sport.
And Hamilton Hercules Gary.well,

"Ham" Gary would rather see a horse race

than to eat, and he isn't banting, either.
Then there are Raoul Duval, Dickie

Peters, F. It. Hitchcock, Stanley Mortimer,
Ned Potter, Johnnie Furman, Ned Bulkley,
Willie Tiffany, Sidney Smith, Frank Beard,
"Piinn" Jim Kpnnp T)lr»kif> Wilsrm Wlllip

Laimbeer, A1 Post and four dozen others
that I wont mention now because I am

going out to the track to-day for the expresspurpose of chronicling the apparel
and behavior of my dear friends the chappies.
Therefore, enough of Morris Park until

to-morrow. Meantime, don't forget my tip
on Hastings for the Metropolitan.
Grief will be general to-day among the

"horsey" set over the severe accident to
Tom Hitchcock while playing polo at the
Meadowbrook Club yesterday.
There is no more popular man from

Westbury to Aiken than this hard-riding,
hard-hitting and plucky all-around sporting
chappie.
It looked last night as though he was

pretty badly hurt, but to-day may give the
accident a less serious appearance. Every

- ..:ii l-«^ enoli mov ho tlio at
uur Hill UV|IC IU1I1 . ,

any rate.

What is "Cope" Whitehouse not going to

do with Newport?
To hear him talk you'd think that he was

abont to change the entire topography \of
the harbor and make a blooming flower

garden out of the city by the sea.

We shall take more stock in these dreams
of (tope's when we see the metamorphosis
he proposes to make.

Among outgoing voyagers is M. Madraza,
an artist chap who came over here about a

fortnight before the Bradley Martin ball

expressly to attend that flamboyant function.
After the ball was over Madraza began to

look about the town and size up the people.
' He is a Spaniard from Paris, and as the

opportunity was enticing ne couia see no

reason why he shouldn't turn an honest

penny.
So he let his fame as a portrait painter

trickle through the gossip of the clubs and
boudoirs.
In a little while orders began to pour in,

and to-day he takes back to gay Paree

the tidy sum of ?60,000 as the price of

twelve portraits.
Itather neat for three months' work,

isn't it? And yet some people pretend to

think that we are not easy.

Among Madraga's dainty dozen is a life

size portrait of Mrs. Harry Payne Whitney.which is said to be in the artist's

best style. If Harry Whitney would dis-

pose of his racing stable ana invest me

proceeds in other pictures of his tvife, it

would bo very much easier and more

profitable for his friends, who have beeu

. trying to make him win a race since he

took to the turf.

It remained for an itinerant bookmaker
to describe the really close relations that
exist between "Peter the Great" Lorillnrd
and H. It. H. Turn-Turn of Wales. This is

the way he tells it:
" 'Come and see mo great filly,' says

Wales to Lorillard at Newmarket.
" 'Urn!' says the Prince of Tuxedo, lookj

ing her over. 'I guess she sunt much ac-

count;' And she wasn't, as subsequent
events proved."
There is no eye in the world better

trained to look over fillies than that of onr

representative American sportsman abroad,
and no one would be more frank in his expressionto royalty.
Such little Incidents only serve to show

that American gentlemen easily hold their
own when stacked up against the princes
and potentates of Europe.

Young Bradley* Martin Jias come out of
his shell at Harvard long enough to take
a hand at polo at the Boston Country Clqb.
Report has it that he was astonishingly

conscientious iu his work, but the general
result of his play does not encourage the
opinion that he will ever be a crack-a-jack
at the game.

In justifying its congratulations to Lord
Delaniore on his birthday, an English
society journal can find only this to say:
"He is unmarried and broke his leg three

or four years ago."
Loijis Haiglit is almost as famous as that.

Another English note of international intorestis that Lord and Lady Dudley are to
receive from the corporation and borough
of Dudley a silver cradle, which will weigh
356 ounces, and is now being made in I>irinlngham.
After that, if some American baby doesn't

sleep in a gold crib we are not so more
than English as I think we are.

(JIIOLLY KNICKERBOCKER,

ilSliafOty \
dcjila^c

ry
O l\ ^

^ r- r

DrX. JLore^iory.
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Q7v.>, 6 i IXCE Polly Slauguer lias accepted Rob Billings she's just awful."
"How so?" asked the Major when Mrs. Max made this cmphaticdeclaration.

( "Because," remarked the lady conclusively, "she's just the same as

\ S slie always was."
"And was she always awful?"

C"^j "Why. of course not, Major. The idea! Polly's a lovely girl, and I'm

y very fond of her."
0"My dear," said the Major, patiently, "a woman's logic is advisable, becauseit's ^o womanly. I am informed by you that Polly is 'just awful,'

because she's her own self, without change, and therefore a 'lovely girl.'
Might I venture to suggest that to a merely masculine understanding an explanation
is necessary.an explanation or another glass of wine?"

Mrs. Max filled the Major's glass, and then resumed, serenely: "Polly is like all

irirls who've been verv successful and had lots of offers. Now that she is engaged
she doesn't show any.why, you know what I mean."

"Exactly; does not show any" what?"
"Yon are very stupid. Major. i do not see what use there is in a girl getting engagedunless her friends are entertaJped by noticing what a fool It makes of her."

"My dear," said the Major, after he had concealed his lips with his glass for

some time when* ho had emptied it, "I sfte exactly. Pardon my stupidity. Polly is

eondemnable for not being a fool. Best think of Bob! He's fool enough for two

since lie's become engaged to Polly."
"Bob has 110 right to be a fool just for PoJly," Mrs. Max said, severely.
The Major winked so knowingly at the settsy that that intelligent animal nearly

wept in an endeavor to understand the Joke, and *it the same time appear to understandit.
"You are inviting my attention, my dear," said the Major, after a pause, "to a

problem in psychology of such intricacy that I fail of hope for my intellect, if I undertakeits solution."
"You are talking nonsense, Major. Polly pretends not to be in the least sentimentallyconcerned over her engagement. Now, every woman is, or ought to be, for

she is in good luck.any woman who lives.if she gets the man sue wants. «ui a

man like Bob Billings can have any woman for his wife he asks, so he has no reason

to be a fool over getting any woman. And

^.j.;. >. tTTi why Polly, I'm sure!"

'Jlj/f4i /'***"/ '/Yy 1 The Major was silent for a long time, and

/, / //.'///// //' ''//// /'''//\ seemed deeply engrossed in the manipulaflfl/!/, 'U // /,' tlon of a cigarette; rolling It carefully to

, /'yy loosen its tobacco enough so that It would

/ /, i /f9////; "y/ ' draw easily, and not too easily, and plueklifl'''if/ -y' lu® Jist enough of the redundant weed from

'Ione eild to ntalse a proper mouthpiece of
'Ulllllt /'A *>2<' paper. When he had finished this nice and

|! l|| ' / precise work, lighted the cigarette and

l'"iij.i : '{./!// blown a ring for the setter to jump at and

|| ' !rZi' swallow.to his reproachful surprise.the
I1 Major said thoughtfully: "I'm going to tell

»h~̂ i'^S,-r55: y°u a story about Bob Billings I never told

fa ^ to but one other person, just to prove to
' >$£*. you that Bob has a right to show some de^

light, and even surpx-ise, in winning the

i / ^ a rea' ^°VC s*or^'" Mrs* ^ax asbed

1/iWvfym A rea' 'ove 9tory." *be Major responded.
\ ': \1';\"Then wait until I get myself perfectly

MlOv,' ", fm/zfa comfortable, so that I wont have to move
' tv/bC. « k:*- n,mia T-^,11 +nlb- '' \fr« Mat tnok nn

.W easier chair, arranged cushions and foot''stool, settled herself snugly, and said.

(11," began the Major, "when Bob J\jfi 1 joined our regiment he was only a second
tV," \ ^ gf~ rr-.t!.-.lieutenant, and therefore filled with en.(.

^ thusiasm when he was assigned to the comCfpany I commanded, because I was ordered

} y T t° chase an ugly band of Indians back onto

^ --r' rg/ a reservation from which they had wanderedin search of scalps. I was not so

enthusiastic, for I'd been there before, and
it's all hard work and no glory, and the

J officers who do the hard work on the frontierare always overlooked in Washington
(r.. when the department is giving out soft bil-

j c;. ... X'a:^ lets.overlooked In favor of tliose who nave

ft*ll Sn SO^/O Wffcil Sler been playing tennis and leading germans
! in "Washington."

|L ..) "Major!" interrupted Mrs. Max. "I
r-"' ~~ thought it was to be a love story."

"To be sure, to be sure," continued the
n Major, nasmy. is iuai uome wuum juui

reach without disturbing you. Thank you.

|f/|8B^_ Well, Bob was young, handsome, still had

>VSV vvWz*' Ids cadet waist, a stunning figure on horsefiW3;Y» ("i back, loved fighting, and was adored by the

SjvY'«yjkI troopers. We bad a cheerful game of hide
l >x7 - tr^wllll^.^2 I and see^ w'th the Indians, killing a few

I ft with the loss of a few of our men, until
IV.\ } 1 IW I mtn Wlnt., P,mn A« w.

:'fi'///jM i

not follow the Indians any further, they
& f obligingly made a camp in our vicinity, so

..*£ g.'-i ttiat wo wouI<* not be without Winter

if" ''/& / /"x W sports. In addition to those Bob and I ar«-V>v_jjfcjb.J", / f \ V ranged to keep the soldiers in good nature.
it/, \ \V "Our nuide was what in the Indian coun-

< ^PP> Mn 1 f\ U try is known 03 a 'sQuaw niau,' that is, he

rJ * \ I \ \ ha<1 married an Indian squaw. He was as

yLam .V worthless a scamp as ever went unshot, a

VfrHi^ ' mifm, renegade from society, but a fellow of congajr' slderable education. He served our pur^gp|g!''ktfjfe&k§fB wi pose, and as we were ordered to continue

^@l§' mm /.-/: afl. the campaign whenever the mountains bojS®"Bp camt passable, even in Winter, if a freak

iM of the weat ler should make them so then.
'"Ji jfl> as it sometimes does, I kept the guide with

^47 jil us in camp. I gave him permission for a

f^|g few days' leave, during which he said he

:'y) 0^. _
_ __would be able to make his way to his home

<\io.,i !ii« itmiirhter hnelr with liim T

ljk thought it remarkable that he could go any
/

^ distance in the condition of the country,
^ and I think now that he did not.that he

I ."I brought his daughter from the camp of the
Indians.

i _] "But. he brought her. We were amazed. I
; c-j niay even say startled.I am Inclined to use

Vouwi If be .shot- I excessive language when I'm dry; thank
' a

' you.when we saw that young woman. He
.4 v aui <-' i.< "W ?! e e e sS« >£ told us she was sixteen, and possibly lie

L| did not lie. She was tall, slender, straight,
~ embodied all the grace and beauty roraancistshave given to Indian maidens, and the

handsomest woman I ever saw.exceptingthe lady I married. Do you suggest another
bottle? Well, if you will.

"For some time she kept closely to her father's tent, but gradually, in that;

democracy of intercourse which ^prevails 'n Winter frontier camps and hay rides, we

by degrees, saw more and more of ,tlie young woman until Starlight.that was her
- *- " 1V«|, lioro fuossnrl the result Bob fell

name- oceanic ji part in un me ramp me. j.".. u.... .

In love with her. He raved about her until 1 threatened to no longer share our tent

with him. Needless to say. I gave I'm good advice, needless to say he scoffed It. He
would take her to his people in the East and say, 'See. I have brought you this magnificentjewel from the heart of the mountains. It needs but to be polished to shine
as the cbiefbst glory of our proud family.'

"Whereupon I am afraid I said 'Rats!' and Robert and I held but official speech
with each other for a week.

"One day Starlight strayed from camp, and Bob was missing soon afterward. My
striker, the i'arson, was absent, but with leave to go and hunt game. The I'arson

returned without any game, but with a story. Bob had been captured by the Indians

while outside our camp with Starlight. Parson suggested the plan I pursued. I
':""'1 + *!».»*- linlAM T.lontfinant TIJIIiTlirK was rotllHHMl. SJlfo

sent tor our guuie, «xm luiu mui Uiul u^.^ oo _

before sundown, lie, the guide, would be shot at that time. He professed surprise and
indignation. How could he recover the Lieutenant? 'Send Starlight,' 1 said, at the
Parson's suggestion.

"Before sundown Bob was back in camp, and when I heard ids story 1 gave tlio

guide an hour to clear out with his beautiful daughter.
"Wouldn't Polly Slanguer be furious if she knew that story?" Mrs. Max exeininiert.

when the Major ceased.
"She took it very quietly," remarked the Major.
"She took it: .

"Yes," said the Major, "I told her at Rob's request, before he proposed to her.
I "I suppose that girl had dark hair, like 1'olly's," Mrs. Max remarked.

Mrs. Piske
cis Cvprienne.

OF COURSE, a whole concourse of
mothers profited by the splendid
performance at the Fifth Avenue

Theatre yesterday afternoon.It was for
the benefit of the Maternity Free Bed Fund
of the Hahnemann Hosptal. But.and It's a

dreadfully selfish thing to say.I quite forgotthat there were any more mothers in
the world lii the joy of realizing that unto
the drama a new Cyprienne was born. And
such a Cyprienne! Surely a more winsome,fascinating, elf-like Cyprienne has
never before appeawd on any stage. And
with it all this new Cyprienne was absolutelyintelligible.a remarkable fact that
Sardou himself should be made to appreciateby cable.
Now, as a rule, the heroine of "Dlvorsons"le a brilliant, Frenchy and rather

tinsel-bedecked creature, who makes you
laugh, and who coquettes with you quite
as much as she does with Adhemar and
Des Prunelles. You accept the Sardou situationssimply on account of their
brilliancy. You say to yourself, "No worn- .

an on this earth could be such a fool as

Cyprienne. and 110 such epigrammatic
creature would with such ideas as Cypriennepossessed remain a pure woman."
I saw the original Cyprienne, Celine Chaumont,years ago In Paris, and raved about
her. What a splendid piece of flashy work
it was, and how exquisitely subtle In many
of its poiuts. But Chaumont's Cyprienne
was merely a courtesan. Sardou's point
was in reality missed. Nobody cared, of
course. If you see a gorgeous set of lireworks,magnificently red, you are not botheredwhen you hear that the pyrotechnlcian
intended them to be green.
Minnie Maddern Fiske's Cyprienne was

new, because it was positively the reflectionof a woman who might have lived
right in our midst.some silly little romaiP
tic married fool, with a Drosaic husband
and scores of disillusions.one of those
chatty yet InoffensiTe wedded girls who
talk a good deal, but are in reality better
than gold.
This was an American Cyprienne, adorable,charming, breezily Intelligent, utterly

good-natured, and yet as chic and as saturatedwith cachet as the Parisian article.
Mrs. FIske had her own ideas of Cyprienne.
She played it correctly, probably without
knowing that she did so, for Mrs. Fiske la
a genius, and genius can scarcely explain
its ways. Her performance was one to
revel In and gloat over. It was so bewllderinglyand unexpectedly original!
The audience tinkled In irresistible glee

at the naif confidences of the second act,
when, seated opposite to her husband, she
told him archly how she had deceived him.
and explained the match, the button and
the grass souvenirs. It is not easy to
describe episodes so cleverly and truthfully
given, and it would take a good many
columns to give adequate expression to
the persistent pleasure with which Mrs.
Fiske drenched her audience. The young
actress seemed to forget herself entirely.
There was not a self-conscious mometit
(luring tne ennre aiternoou. iou lunowfu

Cypr.lenne about the stage eagerly, operaglassingher varied facial expressions and
finding something new in each incident.
In fact It was a triumph, coming right

on the top of the "Tess" delight. From
Tess to Cyprienne and back is a pretty
good trip for anybody, but the most unusualsort of woman. Mrs. Piske made -de
trip with the utmost ease, and there was

perhaps but a very small fraction of the
audience aware that a genuinely new

Cyprienne was appearing.
The play was growing tedious. I had

started an indigestion of "DIvorcons."> It

was tiresome to see well-meaning ladies

angling for Cyprienne, with elephantine
efforts to be Parisian. All the Cypriennes
have tried to be Parisian, and you kuow

what that means.simply shrugs and laboredvivacity and diluted sportiveness.
And now behold the play once more with
lis, green wun a new me. vi.. ..v

body believed that Mrs. Flske would Join
the ranks of the imitators and foist adulteratedRejane and third-class Judlc upon
us. But we were not prepared for th»

finished, artistic and nobly unconventional
Cyprlenne that came to us from the clo'atorsof the Hahnemann Hospital.
The little actress "dressed the part" deliciously.Her costumes were simplicity Itself,

but the very daintiest sort of simplicity.
The blithe and cameo-like creature who

tripped in clad in "dotted Swiss" (am I

right, ladles?) might have come out of a

bandbox dispatched from the Rue de la
Paix, and an artist must have created
that yellow second act gown, with
the large black hat. Why do I talk of
Mrs. Flske and clothes? It. seems rather
heretical ,to do so. Yet artistic sartorial
embellishment is a joy to the eye, and no

actress nowadays can afford to disregard
it. t'yprlenne ns a dowdy would be somethingof a trial. Mrs. Fiske gave her
clothes exceedingly second place, and.she
wore no jewelry. She was the sweetest
little Cyprienne any man could wish to
look at.any man, that is to say, who prefersintellectual to carnal beauty.
Frederic do Belleville quite covered himselfwith glory as Des Prunelles, the husband.It was a capitally conceived piece

of work, ns good as anything that has been
seen on the French stage, and far better
than any Des Prunelles New York has ever

seen. I could not quite reconcile myself
to the Adhemnr of Alfred Hickman. It
was so aggressively boyish that at times it
almost suggested comic opera. A young
Adhemar is, of course, desirable, but sucii

an extremely chapple-llke lover as Hickmanshowed us seemed to lack weight.
Vet the young man did all he. possibly
could with his personality. Other parts
were played by Harriet Sterling, who alwaysimpresses me as being a woman

awaiting her opportunity, and ready to

pounce upon it with good results: Bijou
Fernandez, Wilfred North, Oeorge Trader,
.Tohn Jack, Lulu Klein and Louis Mann.

Mr. Mann seemed to think that it was his

duty to make a hit, and he worked hard at

the small part.
Somebody asked me if I wanted to know

the amount of money realized for the
Hahnemann Hospital. I withered up that

gentleman with one burning glance. Tb«

receipts for tlie drama interested me much
more. The Maternity Free Red Fund may

have gained dollars, but we got a brand
new. sparkling Cyprienne. That was

enough. ALAN" DALE.

Kansas Vacation.
fAtohison Globe. 1

An Atchison woman does not. care to go away

from town this Summer, xne says u n-r mishandgoes off for a month or so that will he

as nice a holiday as she could desire.

Theatrical Item.
[Detroit News.)

There is n growing Impression that Turkey
will he tho one to go on tjie stage after i'
aV over.


